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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
This is a story | wrote about a year ago, meaning it is in first person. The Point Of View (POV) will be said 
whenever it switches. Any stories from me in the future with be in third person. 


This version of the story is missing italics for thoughts and emphasis. 


Jimmy's POV 


November 15, 2009. 
| replayed the scene in my head. 


It had been a great, sunny day. It was April 3th, 2009, when Brian had invited me over to his home. For once, 
he sounded sober on the phone, so | figured | might as well take advantage of it. It was late, about six o'clock, 
when his wife barged through the back door, which led to the garage. | quickly tore off into the closet down 


the hallway, closing myself inside, a procedure Brian had always told me to do if Michelle walked in angry. | 


mostly zoned out during their argument, but my attention flicked back on when | heard those two words. 
Michelle screamed, "Its over!", and stormed out of the house. | heard her car engine start up a moment later. 
And then she was gone. 


| didn't know whether to come out, or if Brian would hurt me for the sake of hurting something. After a 
minute, he pulled open the closet door, looking utterly defeated There was a beer in one hand, his phone in the 
other. 


"You should go." Brian muttered, taking a swig of the beer. 


| sighed, giving him a hug and getting out before he was too far gone. But in the end, he was already far 


enough. 


One 


Jimmy's POV 


Matt snapping his fingers in front of my face jerked me out of my memory. 


"What?" | growled, maybe a bit too harshly, but | was enjoying my memory of sober Brian. Of my Brian. Of the 
real Brian. Matt looked hurt for a moment, then shook it off. 


"Want a beer?" He asked, holding one out. | shook my head no. 


Brian was slumped lazily over a love seat on the other side of the room, a bottle of booze in each hand. He 
was probably asleep. Matt didn't know what else to do with him, and | figured to leave him to deal with Brian, 


as this was Matt's own house. 

| bit my lip softly, remembering that not all times with drunk Brian were bad. 
"Jimmy." He growled, pushing me against a wall, my hands pinned above my head. 
"Do you want me?" | gasped in surprise at Brian's sudden outburst. 

"Y-yes~" 

"Then get down on your fuckin’ knees!" 


Ah. Good times. Although Brian as always too smashed to remember, all those moments were kind of special to 


me. | could pretend he meant it. 


| brushed away these thoughts, my piercing blue gaze resting on Brian's limp form, sprawled awkwardly across 
the arm rests, half his body hanging off the chair. All | could do was pray that he didn't get alcohol poisoning 
sometime. It's a motherfucking miracle he hasn't gotten it yet. It's miracle he's still alive. Don't think like that, | 


internally scold myself, groaning. 


| get up, walking over to him silently. | stare down at his beautiful face, molded into a neutral expression of 
sleep. | gently brush a stray hair out of his eye, smiling down at him. | loved him, so very much. But he could 
never know. As far as the band knew, he was straight, but he had told me a few years ago that he was 
bisexual, like myself. Even so, he would never look at a guy like me. But still, | would do the impossible for him. 


And | meant that. 


Brian gasping loudly shocked me back into reality. He blinked a few times, staring up at me as though | had six 
heads. | raised my eyebrows at him, knowing he was still hammered. And he probably would be, for the next, 
hmm, | dunno, forever. | stepped back as he attempted to stand, his wobbly knees sending him back into the 


cushiony seat. 


"Bri" | whispered softly, gently tugging the bottles from his hands and placing them on a side table out of his 


reach. 


"Do you need help?" Brian grumbled something under his breath and placed a hand on my bicep, pulling himself 
up. | wrapped my arm around his waist, internally ripping myself apart. How could | save him from this? Did he 


even want to be saved? 


Somehow, he managed to keep the drink down and headed into the kitchen with me, where | poured him a glass 
of water. Brian drank it down gratefully, pecking me on the cheek. | knew he didn't mean it though. He never 
would mean it. 


| laid him back down on the couch after we went back in the other room, gently rubbing his back until he 
slipped off into a doze. | sighed deeply, curling up next to him and letting myself fall victim to sleep as well 


December 25, 2004. II:53, pm. 


| played the haunting piano tune one last time, then turned on my recording tools. Once more | played it, singing 


softly. Finally, the five minute song was over. 


| put down the lyric sheet, the tablature, the recorded disc on top. The song was titled Death. | breathed in a 
deep sigh, knowing this way the only way to save Brian's life, if it even worked. My best friend was just going 
further down, and nothing | had tried had ever helped. | hoped this worked. 


| stood up, placing all the papers where | knew Matt would find them in the studio tomorrow. Hopefully, he 
would get there before the others and be able to listen to it. | prayed it would make it onto our new album we 
were working on, Nightmare, and | felt terrible about scaring them like this, and abandoning them in the middle 
of writing an album for something like this. But hopefully I'd be back by the new year. 


Right? 
This whole plan was based on hope. 


| groaned, grabbing my things and leaving the studio, locking the door behind me. | trotted to my car, driving to 


my house. 


After about a fifteen minute drive through the blank darkness, | pulled in my garage and headed inside. | lived 
alone, and the house was dark, except for the one kitchen light | always left on when | leave at night. 


| trailed upstairs to my bedroom, changing into my old raggedy pajamas and flopping lazily onto the bed. Despite 
all the excitement of working on a new album and writing music, Brian's addictions were dragging me down. And 


| knew in my heart, this was the only way to stop him, and maybe even the other guys if they ended up 


addicted in the future. | was so scared, though. This was insane and ridiculous and could go wrong in so many 


ways. But my whole life is a train wreck anyway. Might as well add to it. 


Two 


December 28, 2009. 1 am. 

Matt's POV 

| was driving in my car alone, heading back to my house. | had gone out to pick up some stuff at the store, 
but the closest store around was twenty minutes away, and always packed as fuck. So | had left early. | would 
be home by 110. 

| stopped at the red light, groaning at the pause. That's when my phone rang, blaring out Slayers South Of 
Heaven. | reached down and looked at it, a bit confused. Why are Jimmy's parents calling me? | pressed "talk" 
and put it on speaker. 


It was Jimmy's mom. She was.she was crying. What the hell? 


"M-Matt.!" She choked out, myself becoming more confused by the second. Once the light changed | drove 
forward a bit until | pulled over on the side of the road. 


"What's wrong? Has something happened?" | gasped out, fully focused on the phore. 


"l-it's Jimmy." His mother sobbed, her crying becoming louder by the moment. | leaned in, my heart racing 


with fear. Was Jimmy hurt? 

"He's dead! Oh Matthew, he's dead!" 

My stomach dropped. 

Fuck no. This has to be some shitty joke. 

No no no. No. No! 

"What?!" | cried out, already feeling my eyes well up. "What do you mean he's dead? What happened!?" 


"W-we don't know." She mumbled, obviously trying to control her tears. "B-Brian went over to his house 


earlier.h-he found him dead in his bed." 


‘lm going over there. Byel" | replied quickly, hanging up and tearing down the street. This couldn't be real. He 
can't be dead. It can't be now, it's too soon! 


No! 


Brian's POV 


| leaned over Jimmy's bed, sobbing and whimpering. 


"P-please, please god, don't let this be real." | mumbled, crying pathetically. | flopped down onto the floor, letting 


out a strangled scream. But there he was. 


Jimmy's limp body, surrounded by bottles and anxiety medications. It had to be an overdose. What if it was 


alcohol poisoning? 


"It should've been mel Why did he have to die?!" | screamed to the white ceiling, my vision bleary and my 
senses fading in and out. "I fucking loved him." My voice trailed off, my anger becoming more and more 


appar ent. 


| jumped up, slamming my fist into the nicely-painted sky blue walls, banging my head against the drywall. The 


walls were the same color as his eyes. 


"Why him?!" | yelled through my sobs, sinking to the floor again. | buried my face in my palms, bringing my 
knees up to my chest and curling up in a ball. | didn't know what to do. | didn't know who to call or what to say. 


My best friend is dead. 


| let out another cry of anguish at this, flicking my neck back and slamming my skull against the wall again. The 


pain, | couldn't feel it, but | knew | would later. 


After what seemed like hours of crying, | heard the bedroom door fly open | looked up, and through my 
blurry eyes | saw Matt, wide-eyed with tears streaming down his cheeks. 


"Oh, Matt!" | cried out, jumping up and pulling him into a huge bear hug. "He's dead, Matt, he's dead.what do we 
do? | can't go onl It should've been mel” | screamed angrily, Matt pulling my face into his chest. My taller, but 
younger, friend ran his fingers through my spiky black hair soothingly, although | could hear his sobs through 


mine. 
"|-its gonna be alright, Bri-" 


"No, it's not!" | jumped back, screaming at him. "It's never going to be ‘alright! | should be dead! Not him! | 
swear on my best friend I'll never drink or smoke again!" | cried out, banging my head against the wall some 
more. | sank to the ground, sliding down the wall. "I swear." | whispered, burying my face in my palms again. "!- 
it shouldn't be him, it should be me, | should be dead, | deserve it-" | rambled on until Matt pulled me up, 
pressing his fingers to my wet lips. 


"Well, | swear on your best friend that it will be okay." 


"It seems like you're trying to convince yourself more than mel" | spat, backing up against the wall defensively. 


Matt pinned me there, growling angrily at me. 


"Brian. Stop. It was an accident. We will get this sorted out. And it will be okay." | snorted at him, laughing dryly, 


my face soaked with my own tears. 


"He's dead, Matt. Jimmy is dead. How will it ever be okay again?" | stared blankly at him. He stared blankly back 


at me. 


"| don't know." Matt admitted, his voice only a hoarse whisper. | stared up at the ceiling, wishing | could see the 


sky. 


"I'm sorry Jimmy. l'm so sorry." | cried out, gasping for air between sobs. Matt leaned over a bit, letting his 


head rest on my shoulder. 
"We need to call the other guys." He murmured, and | nodded, still gasping and quietly whimpering. Matt 


straightened up, kissing my forehead reassuringly. He gently grabbed my wrist and led me out of Jimmy's 


bedroom. 


w 


Jimmy's POV 

a ask how | did it. 

All | know is that | regretted it. 

Oh god. This was a horrible idea. 
And now they were calling the guys. 
The media would know soon. 

What if they already did? 

Fuck. 


| can't go back. 


| really am dead. 


Three 


Jimmy's POV 


w 


Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. 


The news of my death was already spreading across the Internet at a scarily rapid speed. | had to get out of 


California. 


| called for a cab and took off, jumping between taxis until | finally reached my destination: Jacksorwille, Florida. | 


hid out on the streets for a bit, but it was hard to stay out of hiding. 


| pulled up my hood on my sweatshirt and headed out to the nearest place to get food. | only had about forty 
dollars left, so fast food was the way to go. Knowing the media, the Internet wouldn't ever shut up about this. 
But | needed a job. 


| snuck in the back door of the bar, nodding silently to my new boss as | took my place. | had worked out a 
deal with the guy who owned the bar to get me a job as a bartender, and | slept upstairs above the club at 
night. It was great, since | loved to bartend anyway, and | got to throw bottles around and shit. Plus, when no 
one was at the bar, | could practice twirling my drumsticks between my fingers to get faster. 


But all the downtime really got me thinking. 


| may never play drums again. 
The band could break up. 
Brian could kill himself. 


Fuck. 


‘You can't stay here forever!, the voice in my head screamed, making me want to run back home to my 


friends and give up on this crazy scheme. But it was too late for that. And | didn't know what else | could do. 


So the nights went on, a shift starting at seven p.m. and ending at three in the morning when the bar closed. | 
got paid barely enough to scrape by from my boss, nine dollars an hour, but | got tips from the people | 
served thankfully. 


It was Thursday afternoon, about five-thirty on February I8th. My 24th birthday had gone by unnoticed 
except by the media just over a week ago. | was cleaning up the bar before it became a club at night. In the 
day, people milled in and out randomly, buying drinks and such. Another guy took care of those people, and his 
shift ended at five. So | always came in a bit early to clean up before it got busy. 


| wiped the marble countertop of the bar down with a damp hand towel, picking up crumbs from earlier today 
and dirt. | set up some example bottles on the counter after it dried, showing off what we had to sell. | 
scooted around the bar, walking down it to push in all the stools. 


By the time | was done tidying up it was already 6:30. | adjusted my name tag on my chest, which read out in 
big purple block letters, OWEN. Yes, | had temporarily changed my name. It wasn't even really a change, as 


Owen was my middle name. 


| sat back on my stool behind the bar and awaited the music to start pumping. 


w 


Brian's POV 


w 


Its been eight weeks since Jimmy died. 


At his funeral, his body wasn't even present, as the hospital apparently had it to find out how he died. But | 
heard rumors that the hospital didn't have it either. 


| sighed, staring around at the four walls blocking me into my room. | could get up and leave, but what for? 


My parents and the guys just came here to visit me. | had no desire for food or water. The album was put on 


hold. 


| flopped back on my bed, feeling my eyes well up again. | was losing myself, | just knew it. | was losing weight, | 
had no appetite, | hadn't even touched my guitar in two months. The last time | ate was when Matt brought 
me Burger King last Sunday. It was Thursday now, but | still wasn't hungry. My normally fluffy and styled hair 
was greasy and matted on top of my head. | smelled, as the last time | had showered was when Zacky forced 
me to by literally dragging me into the bathroom.last Wednesday. | disgusted myself, but | had no motivation 
For anything. All | wanted was Jimmy. 


| wanted -no- | needed him back. | couldn't possibly survive without him. After all, | was probably dying now 
already. At least | would be with him once | died. | wouldn't miss this shitty earth. | had cried almost as much 
on his birthday as when | did when | first found him dead. 

| sat up on my bed, staring at the white ceiling of my room and screaming. 


Please Jimmy. Please come back. 


| heard the door open. Zacky scuffled over to my bed, pouncing on me and giving me a big hug. He kissed my 


cheek, then held onto me tighter, almost as if he was trying to make sure | was still here. 


"H-Hi Zee." My voice came out a little shaky and rough, as if | had been screaming all night. Well, | had been. 
The neighbors must hate me. 


"Hey Bri." Zacky whispered soothingly, running his hand up my chest. | watched his face twist in disapproval as 


his fingers ran easily over my ribs, which were starting to protrude. 


"You need to eat, Brian. | won't let you starve yourself" He was right. All my clothes hung baggily off me now, 
if | even bothered to change them. 


‘lm not hungry, Zack." | murmured, laying down and pulling him back with me. | rest my head on his chest 


silently, closing my eyes. Zacky's voice shattered the silent bliss. 
"You're going to die, Brian. | can't-| won't let you." 
"What's the use in staying anyway?" | let the question hang in the air, until Zacky blew out a deep breath. 


"We need you here, Brian. | need you here. So we're gonna go get some food, and then we're gonna take a 


shower." 


| grumbled in protest as he pulled me up, gasping as my thin legs could barely support me. | almost crumbled 


to the ground next to him, but thankfully Zacky grabs me and holds me up. 
"Dear god Brian. You look like a living nightmare. He breathed, studying my thin frame. Zacky picked me up and 
carried me to my kitchen bridal style, despite my complaints. He set me down on the counter, making me a 


sandwich while | stared at the wall. 


| knew they're all hurting, but how are they keeping it together so well? Zacky quietly singing dragged my 
attention back into the present. 


"I know it's hurting you, but its killing me." 


Four 


October 24th, 20IL. 


Brian's POV 


w 


| woke up from my slumber with an aching in my head. | sat up, staring at the walls of Zacky's room. 


| had slept over last night. But, even with Zacky in the bed with me, | still had a nightmare about Jimmy. Did 
he want us to continue the band? Was he angry about us releasing the album without him? Was that song 


Death, now renamed Fiction, a message? Did he love me like | still love him? Is he mad about us announcing the 


Buried Alive tour? 


| guess you could say | was a little excited, we were going to Florida for some shows, and | fucking love Florida. 


Except for the crocodiles. | wished Jimmy was coming with us. 


Finally, at some point last year Zacky had managed to get me back into the swing of things. | was still thin, but 
was gaining weight back, and | was much stronger than | was before. | owed Zacky my life. | slept over his 
house often, as when the nightmares came he always let me cuddle with him. But now Zacky was fast asleep 


and he looked so peaceful. | didn't want to wake him. 


But | watched him, the way his snake bitten plump lips opened and closed slightly with each breath, the way 


his mouth was curved slightly like he was having a good dream. | hope he was. Zacky deserves the best. 


| lay back down, pushing a stray hair out of Zacky's face. Then, his mouth opens just a bit, and a barely 
audible moan slips out. Oh mon, he really is having a good dream. | sit silently as he moans again, a bit louder 
this time. | can't help but let my thoughts wander to what he could be dreaming of, and | felt myself getting 


hard. Shit, this seems like a good time for a shower. 


| hopped out of the bed and scrambled to Zacky's bathroom, quickly stripping myself of my boxers, which is all 
| slept in, and turned on the warm water. | wait for a moment before stepping inside the tub, letting the 
refreshing water roll down my back and unravel my knotted, pained muscles. | run my hands through my hair 


a few times, then squirt some shampoo into my palm, scratching at my scalp and cleaning my hair. 


| wash my body quickly with some of Zacky's body wash, hoping he didn't mind me using his things, and turned 
off the shower. | wrap the towel around my waist, tucking it in to one corner, and leaned over his counter and 
sink. 


| fished through his drawers until | found my spare razor which | always kept at his house, placing it quietly 
on the countertop. | squeeze some shaving cream into my hand, rubbing it all over my face. | hadn't been 
keeping up with my shaving, and had become a tad bit too prickly. | ran the razor blade over my skin, being 
careful not to cut myself, and washed my face off. | sung quietly to myself as | washed my hands and put 


away everything, drying my hands on a towel. 
"House full of roses, a letter on the stairs. A tape full of messages-" 
"For anyone who cares." | gasped as Zacky finished the verse for me, smirking at me from the doorway. 


"How long have you been standing there?!" | cried out, the towel almost falling off my v-shaped hips. Zacky 
giggled cutely, staring at me innocently. 


"Like, since you got out of the shower." | groaned, picking up my boxers from the tile floor and pushing my 
way past him. Just as | got past, | saw his hand shoot out from the corner of my eye and untuck my towel. | 
gasped as the fluffy piece of cloth fell in a circle around me, exposing myself to him. 


"Zee!" | cried out, struggling to pull on my boxers while grabbing the towel. Zacky grinned, stepping forward and 


taking the towel from me. He leaned in and softly whispered in my ear. 


"Baby.don't cover yourself.” | felt his hands wander down my back to my ass, which he squeezed. Zacky 
pressed his front to mine, and | gasped, feeling his hardness through his baggy sweatpants. 


"Z-Zack.stop, please." | whispered softly, almost afraid of what could happen if he didn't want to stop. Zacky 
looked a bit confused, then sighed, almost as if he knew | would reject him. 


"IFs alright, Bri. I'm sorry. | just thought maybe." | sighed back, taking his adorable face in my palms and kissing 
him softly. 


"Maybe Zacky. But not right now. Zacky.!-." My voice trailed off as | felt the tears start to well up again. 


"l'm in love with Jimmy." | whimpered, resting my head on his shoulder. Zacky let out a small cry of dejection, 


running his fingers through my messy, wet hair. 


"l-it's alright Bri. I'll wait until you're ready. I'll wait forever if | have to." Zacky kissed my forehead softly, 
holding me close to him. | didn't even care that | was completely naked, all | needed was to know someone cared. 


But now | felt horrible about rejecting him. 


Truth be told, | did have a thing for Zacky before my feelings for Jimmy blossomed, but that was many years 
ago. But maybe one day I'd be ready. 


Although | did doubt it. 


| allowed myself to be soothed by Zacky's gentle touch, his soft fingernails sliding down my back, then back up, 
and down again. It made me get goosebumps, and almost squirm a bit, as he was basically tickling me at the 
tortuously slow pace he was scratching my back at. | felt his fingertips run over my Haner tattoo, him 


knowing exactly where it was without having to see it. Zacky knew me so well. | loved him so much, but not in 


the way he wanted me to. And | felt terrible about it. 


Because | know exactly how it feels. 


Five 
[November 19, 2011] 


Fuck. 
Fuck! 


But no matter how hard | wished it wasn't, it was still there. 

The poster on the street pole, advertising Avenged Sevenfold's new Buried Alive tour. Tickets available now! 
And to make matters worse, there, in small white print, were the dates. 

November 25th, 20Il-Jacksonville, Florida. 

Goddammit. They're gonna find me. Or a fan is. | need to get out of here. They're coming in a week! Fuck! 

| headed back into the bar, groaning and going back to clean up the mess some earlier customers had made. | 
had to leave, but | couldn't. | had finally been granted the chance to start over. And | had! I've been here two 
years! | had my own apartment now, and a full time job at the bar, where | was now paid twenty dollars an 
hour, plus tips, which made life much easier. | was doing it, | was making it on my own, but now this comes 
along to fuck everything up. 

Dumbass! You act like someone won't see your face one day and realize The Rev is still alivel 

My mind was right this time - | was going to be discovered sometime. It was unavoidable. But as far as | know, 
Brian is still alive, which means it may have worked. Fuck, | hope it worked. | need it to work. | literally just 
threw my whole life ahead of me into the trash for him. And he would still never love me, even if he knew | 
was alive. | really fucked up this time. 

| grumbled angrily about nothing in particular, wiping down the bar and spraying it with some cleaning supplies. 
‘I'm such a fuckup." | growled at myself, biting my lip. The show here in Jacksonville was the next show they 
were to play. Which means they could be on their way right now. | sighed, checking the time. 6:45. | could take 
a few minutes outside. 

| went out the back, sitting on the rocky ground and staring at the blue sky above. 

And there | cried. 


[November 26, 201l] 


Somehow | wasn't discovered. The show was last night, and it seems no fans came in here. Thankfully | chose a 


small, mostly unknown bar to work at. 

The guys have to be leaving by now, they have another show in five days. | looked up as | heard the bar door 

open, and someone stumble inside. Whoever it was had been previously drinking, but wasn't completely smashed. 
But that someone was familiar. What was it? The sleeveless plaid sweatshirt? The torn and ripped black jeans? 

The sleeves of Brian's tattoos-must be a really dedicated fan. 

Hold up. 

Fuck. 


My best friend scuffled over to the bar, glancing up at me for a moment before back down He was obviously 


too hammered to recognize me, and if he did, he was in a state of denial. 


"How can | help you, sir?" | spoke up, my voice shaking fearfully. Brian stared up at me, a flash of something in 


his eyes before he looked back down again 


"Just a beer please. Cheapest you've got." | frowned, grabbing the most expensive beer and charging him for 
the cheapest. 


"Something got you down, man?" | asked nonchalantly, internally having a panic attack. Oh god, what if he went 
back to his old ways? What if my ‘death’ is the reason? 


Brian shrugs. 


| dunno man. My best friend's dead, which of whom | was also in love with, and | feel like my band is falling 
apart, along with my whole life." | froze. Brian looked up, his eyes a bit glassy. 


"Sthing wrong..Owen?" He took a moment as he read my tag, even squinting a bit. 
"N-no, not at all. What's your name?" 


"Guess." Dear lord. | was never the best at acting. | would have to try and hope he was too drunk to notice 


that | sucked at lying to my friends. 


"Well, you look kinda like a.hmm.a Ryan? Maybe a Bryan, with a 'y', or something weird like that?" Well, that 


shit was a dead giveaway. Brian looked up at me, a twinge of confusion lighting his chocolatey eyes. 


"Yeah, I'm Brian. With an ‘i' though." He chuckled, his trademark sexy smirk plastered to his lips. | swear, one 


day that smirk would kill me for reall. 


| nodded, keeping my focus away from him. 


"So Owen.| feel like I've seen you before. Have we met?" Once again, | froze. Don't panic, don't panic. Fuck! 
"Uh, | don't think so B" Shit! | was the only one who ever called him BI 


"My best friend used to call me B" Brian whispered, a hint of sadness in his voice, obviously being held back 


He was still intelligent when he was drunk, as long as he wasn't completely lost to the world. 


"Y'know what's funny? My best friend's middle name was Owen. And he looked a lot like you. The same hair, 


same piercings... 


| bit my lip nervously, hoping his vision was too fuzzy to make out details, or his brain too drunken to put two 
and two together. 


Brian looked back up at me, nodding toward the wall of drinks. 
"The strongest you've got, please." 
| frowned, shaking my head. 


"Man, what's wrong with you? | don't let people drink their sorrows away. You've gotta tell me what's up 
before | let you waste yourself.” 


Brian groaned, standing up. | noticed a new tattoo, a large one, across his chest. His white v-neck only exposed 
a small amount, but | could see REV in fancy font. | could take a guess and say he had FOREVER written 
across his chest, conveniently located where REV would appear with his everyday clothing. 

Seeing it left a stinging pang my heart. 

"You aren't one to fucking tell me what to do with my life." Brian growled, straightening up and readying a fist. 
"And | am not one to tell my problems to someone who looks exactly like the dead man l'm in love with!" Brian's 
low voice rumbled on, almost scaring me although | knew | was half a foot taller than him. 


"Well, maybe Mr. Deadman isn't really dead!" | spat back, regretting it the moment it left my tongue. 


"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?!" Brian yelled, swinging his fist at me. | ducked, jumping over the bar 
and holding him against it, his two inked arms pinned above his head. 


"You fucking heard me, Mr. Haner" | growled, my sky blue eyes piercing into his dark brown ones. 
Brian suddenly smashed our lips together, slipping his arms out of my fingers to grope my ass. | moaned softly 


into his mouth, giving him a chance to swipe his tongue alone my bottom lip. Brian slipped his tongue into my 


mouth, prodding and poking at my own. Finally, he broke off the kiss, squeezing my hips and pressing my body 


against his. 
"Mm. James." Brian moaned quietly into my ear, my blood turning to ice. 


Goosebumps spread through my body as his lips latched onto my neck, sucking and searching until he found 
my pulse point. | felt his fingertips slipping into my jeans, his first finger playing with my boxer's elastic 
waistband. | moaned loudly, praying to god that no one would walk in the bar. 


Brian sucked down harder on my neck, my hands wandering his body. | missed this so much, and | could tell by 
the taste of his tongue on mine; he wasn't drunk at all. He was sober, he had known it was me all along and 
had been playing me. The sneaky little fucker. | ran my fingers through his hair, moaning his name softly into 
the spiky black locks. 


That's when the bar door flew open, slamming against the wall with a loud thud 


Six 
Brian's POV 


w 


As soon as | laid eyes on that little shit, | knew he was gonna get it. But even as | carried on the casual 
conversation with him, | couldn't help the twitching in my jeans. Fuck, | wanted him, | needed him, | couldn't help 


myself anymore. So | took the chance when it presented itself. 


Hearing him moan my name and knowing I'd remember it because for once we were both indeed sober, it was 


bliss. Until, y'know, someone walked in on us. 

"Brian? Wh-holy shit!" 

| let go of Jimmy, staring over at Matt. 

Shit. 

Matt wasn't staring at me though, he was staring at Jimmy. Almost as though he had seen a ghost. Which, | 
guess he did. Why wasn't | freaking out? | supposed all along he could pull something like this. But there had to 
be some reason 

"Matt!" Jimmy gasped, staring. Matt ran up to him, slapping Jimmy a few times. 


"You're real." Matt whispered, pinching himself. 


"Yes, l'm real. | never died" The taller drummer replied, a little annoyance appearing in his voice as he rubbed 


his cheek where Matt had slapped him. 

"How?!" Matt cried, burying his face in Jimmy's chest, throwing his huge, inked arms around him. 
"Ill explain everything later.” 

"Come on" Matt started tugging on Jimmy's arm. 

"What?" 

"You're coming with us on the bus." | cut in, as if it was obvious. 

"But, but the medial I'm dead!" Jimmy protested, holding back 


"My dear, do you want back in the band or not?" | asked, smirking. 


"Of course-" 


"Then you're coming. Get your stuff and meet us here in twenty." | ordered, pecking him on the cheek before 


he hurried out the back of the bar without another word. 


w 


Jimmy's POV 


n 


This was turning out better than expected. 


| jogged to my apartment and grabbed my suitcase, quickly packing my clothes and things. | didn't have a lot of 
things, as | couldn't afford much lately. 


But | took off down the street, leaving the apartment barren and empty. | tossed my drumsticks in the 


suitcase and met the guys outside the bar. Brian greeted me with a hug. 


"We haven't called the others yet." Matt shrugged, starting to walk in the direction of the bus. Brian and | 
quickly followed. 


"They'll find out soon enough, and I'll explain everything." 


"You have a shit ton of explaining to do, that's for sure." Brian commented, his eyes a bit red and his eyeliner 


smudged, as if he had been crying earlier. Happy tears, | hope. 


"I know, B. I'm sorry." Brian grumbled something along the lines of ‘it's alright’, and snaked his arm around my 


waist. 

He leaned up, nibbling a little on my ear lobe. 

"But my dear, | did mean it when | said | loved you." 

| sucked in my breath, breaking out into a grin. This is what I've been waiting for all my life. 


"| love you too, B-boy." Brian giggled, and | tapped his nose with a finger on my free hand. Brian's nose wrinkled 


up in surprise, which was adorable. 


| switched my suitcase to the other hand to put less strain on my right arm. Brian rested his head on my 


shoulder. 


w 


Johnny's POV 


w 


Even after two years, the tour bus was quiet and boring without Jimmy. 


| sighed, taking a swig of the beer | had gotten earlier from our mini fridge. | was slumped over the couch, 


Zacky was fiddling with his guitar in the fold-up seat across the room. | heard Matt's loud steps pounding up 
the steps just a few moments after Zacky correctly tuned his low E string, causing me to look over at the 
door, a bored expression on my face. 


Matt pushed the door open, thrusting a tall man in front of him, almost as if he was showing him off. 


"And who's this-" Zacky began, but quickly was cut off by a gasp. "J-Jimmy?!" The man seemed to shrink 


away, almost backing into Brian, who was standing behind him. 


"H-hey Zacky." Jimmy whispered, wringing his hands nervously. | stood up immediately, running over to Jimmy 


and staring up at him. 

"Hey, short-shit" Jimmy cackled, staring back down at me. 

"Hey there, deadman. | replied, dumbstruck. Jimmy grinned down at me for a moment later. 
"Well, | feel like | have some explaining to do." Jimmy broke the silence. 

| sat back down, followed by Matt and Brian. 

"Yes, | believe you do." Zacky spat back, irritated. 

| wonder what his problem is. 

The drummer sighed, his blue gaze resting anywhere but us. 


"A-as we realize, uh,B-Brian had a bit of a problem a few years ago." He began awkwardly, staring at the 


ground. "l-I faked my death. | did it so maybe | could save his life." 
Silence. 


| stared over at him, slightly understanding where he was coming from. Brian could've killed himself at the rate 


he was going down before, but after Jimmy "died", he cut out basically all drinking and smoking. 


"| did it to save the man l'm in love with." Jimmy exclaimed, almost a little defiantly, as if he was challenging 
someone to tell him otherwise. 


| watched silently as Brian stood and stretched, sauntering over to Jimmy and throwing his arms around the 


taller man. 


"| understand." Brian said softly, resting his head against Jimmy's chest. The taller man gently rubbed Brian's 
lower back, holding him against his front. 


‘Its okay." Brian whispered. 


w 


Jimmy's POV 


n 


| could feel my eyes beginning to well up. | ran my fingers through my love's spiky hair gently, tugging out 
some knots with the tips of my fingers. 


"I'm sorry Bri. | love you." | whimpered in the shorter man's ear, praying that he would forgive me. 
Brian looked up at me solemnly, then softly pressed a kiss to my lips. 
"Sokay, Jim-Jam." Brian whispered back, a cute litle grin glued to his face. 


God, he was so damn cute. | was so fucking happy to have him back. | couldn't believe | once thought | could 


abandon him forever. Zacky's low voice broke the silence. 


"What about the fans? Man, everyone on earth is convinced you're dead!" | sighed, scuffling my feet a little on 


the bus floor. 

"| guess I'll show up for an interview and let them figure it out. It isn't their business to know what was going 
on with Bri, or me." | decided, rubbing Brian's back softly. Zacky smiled sadly up at us. | wonder what's wrong 
with him. | hope he's alright. 


If | was right, | caught a flash of jealously in his shining emerald eyes, envy, but was quickly pushed away. 


| pushed away my worries and held onto Brian like it was the last time I'd ever see him. 


Seven 


Zacky's POV 


w 


Well, | guess my chance to be with Brian just flew out the window. | might as well wave it goodbye. 


| headed to bed early. Of course, | was overjoyed that Jimmy was alive. But it still felt like | lost something 


more than | gained. 


| remembered when Brian kissed me, when he was convinced Jimmy was dead and told me "maybe". But it was 
alright | suppose. | guess l'm not as in love with him as | thought | was. | can already picture myself being 
happy for them and moving on. Everyone in the band is a little gay for each other. Maybe | could ask Johnny 


out one day. 


All | knew right now is that | wished | had chosen any bunk except the one against the wall dividing this room 
from the bathroom, as | could hear everything going on in there. 


Because Brian and Jimmy thought the best thing to do was to have loud sex in the bathroom while we were 
trying to sleep. 


| grumbled to myself, shoving my head underneath my pillow. | tried my best to block out Brian's slutty 


moaning and eventually, fell asleep. 


w 


Jimmy's POV 


w 


| woke up naked on the cold tile of the bathroom floor next to Brian, also naked. 
Cool. 


Like a good lover, | had put Brian on the fuzzy bathroom mat before he fell asleep, while | froze my ass off on 
the floor. | stared over at Brian, who had started to stir. | watched him open his wide, Hershey eyes slowly, 


blinking a few times before focusing on me. 


"Good morning, sweetheart." | grinned, leaning over to kiss his forehead. Brian smiled back at me, giggling and 
sitting up, giving me a big hug before taking out some towels. He handed me one and tucked the other around 
his waist, one hand staying protectively over the tuck, as if he was afraid | would undo his towel and take a 
run with it. 


| followed him silently into the bunks, grabbing a change of clothes from our stuff and going to change. 
Thankfully, | had left all my stuff from before my "death" in the back of the bus, and | had moved it back into 


the bunk room. 


Apparently Mike Portnoy was here, but sleeping in a hotel. | don't blame him. He was taking over the drumming 
for the tour, but what happens now that l'm back? Brian's soft voice broke through my hazy thoughts. 


"l'Il be right back" He whispered, pecking my cheek and walking down the hallway to the door outside. 


w 


Brian's POV 


w 


| followed close behind Zacky, wanting desperately to clear things up with my other best friend. Zacky led me 


outside, where we couldn't be heard. | closed the door over behind us. 

Zacky looked at me expectantly. 

‘lm sorry Zee." | said simply, sighing. 

"What for?" 

| groaned. 

‘| basically promised you that we could be together someday. And now | have to break that promise." 

Zacky chuckled, crossing his arms. 

"Bri, you didn't promise me anything. You love Jimmy, and that's just the bottom line. It's okay, I'll get over it.” 
Zacky grinned, pulling me into a tight hug. "lm happy for you, | really am!" He exclaimed with a little giggle, 


making me laugh. 


“Alright, alright. But in all seriousness, if Jimmy didn't actually come back, | would've been with you. And | don't 
know whether that's gonna make you happier or sadder, but | just thought you should know. | would've." 


Zacky smiled, a little twinge of sadness sneaking its way into his voice. 

Its alright Bri. Honestly. I'll move on. Maybe I'll ask Johnny out and we can all go on a double date or some 
shit" Zacky giggled, licking his dry lips. | smiled gratefully at my fellow guitarist, pulling him in for a tight bear 
hug. Or should | say, Bri hug. Because | am a bear. Rawr. | let go of the smaller man, leading the way back 
inside. 


| nodded to Jimmy, trying to act serious. 


"We're going on a double date with Zacky and Johnny tonight" | giggled, Zacky tuning around and staring daggers 


at me. 


"I haven't even asked him yet!" Zacky hissed, causing me to laugh more. 


"And Matt can be the fifth wheel!" Jimmy laughed, adding on to the joke. | followed Jimmy back into the bunks, 
hopping into his bed with him. | didn't feel like sleeping alone for the rest of the night. Well, it was already four 
am. Oh well. 

I's four in the morning, you've got one more chance to die. 

| leaned my head on Jimmy's chest lovingly, kissing his cheek and resting my hand on my taller lover's chest. 
"| love you, Saint James." | whispered in his ear, smiling to myself. 

Jimmy opened his gorgeous eyes to look down on me again, kissing my forehead. 

"Oh baby, I'm no saint." | stared up at him, gently brushing a stray hair out of his eye. 

"Sometimes our saints are sinners." 

Jimmy kissed my forehead again, his lips slowly moving down, kissing along the bridge of my nose and then the 
tip, moving down onto my lips. | kissed him back softly, sneakily slipping my tongue into his mouth, but Jimmy 
seemed intent on dominating this kiss, and he began to fight back. His tongue wrestled against mine for a few 
hot moments before Jimmy broke off to gasp for air, almost as if he had forgotten how to breathe. | giggled, 


pressing my lips to his once more for good measure. 


Like beautiful stories, the greatest chapters flew right by.. 


Eight 
November 29, 20l. 


Jimmy's POV 


w 


| made my debut once more at the last show, thankfully | knew everything on the set list and they hadn't 
added any songs from the new album that | didn't know yet. We started with Almost Easy, then Bat Country 
and Nightmare. After, we performed Scream, Seize the Day and some other songs. We ended the show with 


Unholy Confessions. 
Being a drummer is great. | mean, | always get a great view of Brian's ass. 


| knew the fans knew | was alive. | couldn't hide anymore with a fucking drum camera on me. Mike was stil 


hanging around, but none of us really knew what he was going to do now. 


After the last show in Florida we rode out, our next show in Fort Wayne, Indiana. We arrived a day early, 
meaning we had some free time. | looked around the bus, bored out of my mind, but no one was to be found. | 


knew they were all here though. Brian was taking a shower, but the others | wasn't sure where they were. 


| considered sneaking up on Brian in the shower, but I'd just end up making a clean boy dirtier. And I'd probably 
mess up his hair, which is like a death penalty. 


| turned my attention to the hallway entrance, where Zacky and Johnny had appeared, Zacky's arm snaked 


around Johnny's waist. 


"We're going on a date tonight to that pizza place down the road" Zacky announced. "D'you and Bri wanna 
come?" | chuckled, standing up. 


"So we're going through with this whole double date thing, huh?" Johnny blushed, Zacky giggling. 


"Yup!" Zacky's piercing green gaze shifted to behind me, where Brian had appeared from the bathroom, his hair 
dripping, but he was dressed in gray skinny jeans and a plain white v-neck. 


"Up for a double date tonight?" | smirked at my boyfriend, who blushed. | had asked Brian to be mine two days 
ago, which he had gladly accepted. 


‘Sure Jim-Jam, just lemme go do my hair." The guitarist giggled, running his fingers through his soaked hair 
before trotting off to the bathroom again, wiggling his ass just a bit, | knew just for me. | sighed happily, 
looking down at myself. 


"| don't look nearly date-ready. I'll be back." | laughed, heading into the bunks. | locked the door behind me, 


stripping myself of my baggy Megadeth shirt and sweatpants in exchange for black skinny jeans and a long 
sleeved black and blue button-up top. | put on a plain black shirt under this, as it did have a plunging v-neck, 
and the only one who could pull that off was Brian. Or Balthazar from Supernatural. 

| slipped my favorite spiked belt through the loop holes on my jeans, fastening it with my deathbat buckle. | 
grabbed my spare brush, running it through my knotted black locks a few times until it was smoothed out. | 
applied a small amount of eyeliner, but no matter how hard | tried Brian's always looked better than mine. | 
popped a mint in my mouth and opened the bunk room door, heading out into the makeshift living room with 
Zacky and Johnny, who already looked like a million bucks. 

More like a hundred actually. 


It's just a pizza place. 


We waited a few more minutes for Brian, and when he still hadn't come out | knocked cautiously on the door. | 


knew Brian could become a fire-spitting dragon if someone interrupted his hair-doing. 

The door popped open from the inside, Brian pushing it open with his foot while still applying his eyeliner. 

"You look great, baby." | drawled softly, mesmerized by my boyfriend's perfection. Like always. 

Brian capped his eyeliner and put it away in a drawer, grabbing his worn leather jacket from the inside door 
handle and following me out. | waited as he slipped his feet into his black-and-white sneakers, then grabbed his 


hand. 


"You guys have a quickie in there or something? Took you forever!" Johnny teased, wrapping his arm around 
Zacky's hips. | chuckled, smacking Brian's ass. 


"| dunno, did we, Bri-boo?" Brian cringed at this nickname, along with the fifty thousand other ones | had given 
him, like Bri-bear and B-baby. 


"You'll never know. There's a good reason | have so many bandanas!" 

Brian cracked, laughing hysterically. | chortled, slipping my arm around his waist and pulling him toward me. 
"Are we going or not?" 

| laughed, raising my hand. 

"ll drivel” 


{Time Skip? 


We arrived at the restaurant in just a few minutes, walking inside and getting a table for four. The place 
wasn't packed, but wasn't empty either, but just right. 


| sat next to Brian, and Zacky and Johnny sat across the table from us. | took Brian's hand in mine under the 
table, squeezing it lovingly. | laced his fingers between mine, pecking his cheek. Brian giggled, swinging his legs a 
little bit under the table. | watched him silently as he looked through the menu, for a pizza place, they sure 
had a shit load of things to choose from. 


| was just going to have a slice of pepperoni pizza, while Brian wanted a piece of white. After the waitress had 
taken our orders, the table was basically empty besides our drinks and a candle, flickering softly in the evening 


glow of the restaurant. 
| looked over at my boyfriend, smiling softly to myself. Brian realized he was being watched and turned to me, 
confusion lighting his eyes. | chuckled, pressing my lips to his softly. | pulled away, letting him rest his head 


against my chest. 


‘| love you, Brian Elwin Haner Jr." | grinned, feeling Brian sigh happily against my chest, his warm breath leaving 
a hot spot on my neck. 


'| love you too, James Owen Sullivan" He whispered, kissing my cheek. 
And in that moment, | knew, | had meant it when | said | would do the impossible for him. And the impossible | 
had done. Because when you truly love someone, the impossible doesn't seem as impossible as it truly is. And 


no matter how hard it was, for him, | would do over and over again. 


This is a man who's truly changed my life foREVer. 
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My name is Spade and I'm here to thank you for reading my book, and for any comments you gave it! It 
means a lot to me. 

Where else you can find me: 

Instagram: ericcxrr 

Tumblr: thief-ofrage 

Twitter: thiefofrage 

Wattpad (where all my other stories are, but I'm slowly moving my band fics here as well): thiefofragebbbl 
Thank you again, and please check out some of my other stories if you enjoyed! 

-Spade & 


